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THE ADVOCATE OF PEACE. 
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•f charity, whose courage, fortitude, energy, self-denial, 
have a fame which can only brighten with the lapse of 
years, and which will show its register in the Divine " book 
of remembrance" when God shall " make up his jewels." 



Sydney Smith on War. — I am sorry I did )i ', i 1 the 
execution of my self-created office as a reviewer, take iu - p- 
portunity to descant a little on the miseries of war; an i 1 
think this has been unaccountably neglected in a work 
abounding in useful essays and ever on the watch to prop- 
agate good and wise principles. It is not that human 
beings can live without occasional wars ; but they may live 
with fewer wars, and take more just views of the evils 
which war inflicts upon mankind. If three men were to 
have their legs and arms broken, and were to remain all 
night exposed to the inclemency of the weather, the whole 
country would be in a state of the most dreadful agitation. 
Look at the wholesale deaths of a field of battle, ten acres 
covered with dead, and half dead, and dying; and the 
shrieks and agonies of many thousand human beings. 
There is more misery inflicted on mankind by one year of 
war, than by all the civil peculations and aggressions of a 
century. Yet it is a state into which the mass of mankind 
rush with the greatest avidity, hailing official murderers 
in scarlet, gold and cock's feathers, as the greatest and 
most glorious of human creatures 1 It is the business of 
every wise and good man to set himself against the passion 
for military glory, which really seems the most fruitful 
source of human misery. 



CHRISTIAN WITNESSES FOR PEACE. 

Presbyterians. — Dr. Macleod. War is a school of 
vice, a nursery of debauchery. By it cities are sacked, and 
countries laid waste. The dearest ties of kindred are un- 
loosed; fathers made childless, children fatherless, and 
wives converted into widows. What more cruel, and less 
congenial with the spirit of the gospel ? 

Dr. Beman. The character of war is not less incompat- 
ible with the genius of the gospel, and an advanced stage 
of intellectual refinement, than that of despotism or sla- 
very. It is a relic of barbarism which would long since 
have disappeared from human society, had the laws of na- 
tions kept pace with the positive statutes which govern the 
political and social compact. With two guardian angels, — 
Christianity on my right hand, and Science on my left, — 
mcthinks I am conducted to an eminence from which I sur- 
vey the surrounding and subjected world. The freshness 
of Eden covers the scene, and the smile of heaven gilds the 
prospect The trumpet of carnage is blown no more ; nor 
does the crimson flag ever again unfurl itself to the breeze. 
The demon of vengeance, ever hungry for human flesh, is 
chained, and commissioned no more to imprint his bloody 
footsteps upon the earth ; nor do the sighing zephyrs ever 
again waft the death-groans of murdered victims. The 
ensanguined field is no more covered with the mangled 
bodies of the slain ; nor do the broad streams of blood ever 
again pursuo their dark, and deep, and melancholy course 
amid the shouts of victory, and the agonies of despair. 
The wife is no more hastened into widowhood, nor her babes 
consigned to orphanage. The bow of victory is broken, the 
spear of death is cut asunder, and the chariot of conquest 
is burned in the fire. This is a consummation devoutly to 
be sought ; an enterprise which may well command our most 
vigorous efforts while we live, and the successful termina- 
tion of which will deserve to be perpetuated by a monument 
as high as heaven. 



Congre<3ationai,ist8, — Dr. Dioight. War has prevailed 
in every age, and through every country ; and in all it has 
waded through human blood, trampled on human corpses, 
and laid waste the fields and dwellings, the happiness and 
the hopes of mankind. It has been employed to empty 
earth, and people hell, to make angels weep, and fiends tri- 
umph over the deplorable guilt and debasement of the 
human character. We slaughter thousands and millions 
in war, and then plant laurels amid the bones, and nour- 
ish them with the blood of those whom we have destroyed. 
Yet, to men of such characters, statues are erected, nay, 
temples have been built, and altars have smoked with vic- 
tims. To them, the page of the historian, and the harp of 
the poet are consecrated. To their praise the sculptor bids 
the marble breathe, and the painter teaches the canvas to 
glow. They live in palaces, and are entombed in mau- 
soleums. 



A NOBLE REVENGE. 



The coffin was a plain one — % poor, miserable, pine coffin. 
No flowers on its top ; no lining of white satin for the pale 
brow ; no smooth ribbons about the coarse shroud. The 
brown hair was laid decently back, but there was no crimped 
cap with its neat tie beneath the chin. The sufferer from 
cruel poverty smiled in her sleep ; she had found bread, 
rest and health. 

" I want to see my mother," gobbed a poor little child, 
as the undertaker screwed down the top. 

" You can't — get out of the way ; why don't somebody 
take the brat?" 

"Only let me see her one minute," cried the helpless or- 
phan, clutching the side of the chariot-box; and, as he 
gazed into the rough face, agonized tears streamed rapidly 
down the cheek on which a childish bloom ever lingered. 
Oh, it was painful to hear him cry, "Only once; let me 
see my mother only once ! "- 

Quickly and brutally the hard-hearted monster struck 
the boy away, so that he reeled with the blow. For a mo- 
ment the boy stopped, panting with grief and rage, his 
blue eyes distended, his lips sprung apart, a fire glittering 
through his tears, as he raised his puny arm, and with a 
most unchildish accent screamed, " When I am a man, I 
will kill you for that!" 

There was a coffin and a heap of earth between the mother 
and the poor forsaken child. A monument, much stronger 
than granite, was built in his boy-heart to the memory of 
the heartless deed. 

O O (5 O O 

The court house was crowded to suffocation. 

"Does any man appear as this man's counsel?" asked 
the judge. 

There was a silence when he had finished, until, with lips 
tightly pressed together, a look of strange intelligence 
blended with haughty reserve upon his handsome features, 
a young man stepped forward, with a firm tread and kindly 
eye, to plead for the erring and friendless. He was a 
stranger, but from his first sentence there was silence. 
The splendor of his genius entranced — convinced. The 
man who could not find a friend was acquitted. 

" May God bless you, sir? I cannot." 

" I want no thanks," replied the stranger. 

" I— I believe you are unknown to me." 

" Man! I will refresh your memory. Twenty years ago 
you struck a broken-hearted boy away from his mother's 
coffin. I was that boy." 

The man turned livid. 

" Have you rescued me, then, to take my life? " 

" No, I have a sweeter revenge. I have saved the life 



